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Intro 


Author's Notes: 
Written for the 2014 Halloween Challenge. Unlike my other WIP, this one's going to be quite funny and 


lighthearted while sticking to the "scary" theme. And yay, an unoriginal title! 


Randy tried to push the rusting metal gates open with pure might, but didnt budge it even a bit 

"Hts not opening. Can one of y'all give me a hand?" He pointed toward the gate. 

Mark laughed, and walked up next to Randy. “It's locked from the inside. | guess you'll have to climb over it" 
"You mean ‘we,’ right? There's like six more of us here. John, Willie, and the four other dudes from Bodom" 
On the night of Halloween, the two bands heard of an abandoned house not too far from where they were 


playing after hearing two roadies talk about it that afternoon. Intrigued, it was Alexi's decision to have 


everyone go and see what it was like. 


The house was fairly large, about the size of a mansion It appeared dark and intimidating, blending into the 
black night over them. But it only made them more excited. 


Randy shrugged. It wasn't like he carried any tools to open the gates, and the bottle opener in his pocket 

wouldn't do him good either. "You're right. | guess I'll have to climb this fucker ‘til | reach around," he told 
Mark before setting his footing on a metal bar. Grasping the rods tightly as his hands burned, he hoisted 
himself further up. 


Reaching the top, he straddled the last bar, deciding whether to come down slowly or take the risk and jump. 
Randy heard talking from below. 


"Hey, | found something!" 

He looked below to see Alexi handing John a crowbar. "Just hold on tight, son!" he called to Randy, jamming the 
curved end into the crook of the doors. He cranked it open, and the gates swung inward as Randy lost balance. 
While it shook, he held on to where he sat with both arms before hanging his legs off, changing from his 
sitting position 

As the first few walked in, Mark and Henkka stood and watched Randy. 

"You need any help?" Henkka asked. 

"Yeah. Can | get down from here? My arms are killing me." 

"Go in, I've got this." Mark stood under Randy. Henkka left with the other five. 

"Just let go and I'll catch you." 

"| don't trust you. You're gonna drop me. Remember last time?" 

"Forget last time. On three?" 

As Mark counted down from three, Randy let his aching fingers loose and fell in Mark's outstretched arms. It 
was surprising how he could possibly carry someone almost the same height as him. Randy smiled. "Nah, you 
weren't lying this time." 


"| never lie." 


The two laughed and followed the rest to the house. 


Where Do We Go? 


Author's Notes: 
After feeling a bit better, it's time to continue this. Pain is a Master will have to wait. 


"Woah, man. This place really is dark. Which one of you had the flashlight again?" Willie questioned, kicking 
something wooden in the pitch black. After all, nothing else could be expected in a dark ghost house in the 
night. 

"Quite sure it was Janne," Jaska answered. 


"Whatever happened to Roope and that other guy?" Alexi asked quietly. 


"Chris? Ah, they didn't want to come. Said they had stuff to do. And sometimes, Chris gets a little squeamish 
about these sort of things." 


"Yep! You can just ask him." Being Chris’ younger brother, it was obvious that Willie knew what squicked him or 
not. 


“Surprise..!" 


Out of suspense, Janne approached Willie close to his side and flicked the flashlight on under his chin. Parts of 
his face were shadowed as his large dark eyes gleamed eerily in the light. 


"Ack! Fuck, man! Don't do that!" Willie was startled. The rest of the boys burst into collective laughter. 
"Careful, Janne! You should watch out!" Alexi teased. 
"You'll make Willie shit himself again!" Randy chimed in. 


"Randy, not again! Really?" Randy decided to allude to one of Willie's most embarrassing moments. And for 


years, they still poked fun at him for it. 


They all continued to look around. The house was exactly as it seemed from the outside. Underneath that 
darkness was supposed to be a grand entry hall with a large chandelier and spiralling staircase. Doors lined the 


sides of the hall. And now, all of that beauty was stripped and eaten away by years, maybe decades of neglect. 


Half of the doors were locked shut. The chandelier had more cobwebs than diamonds and gold, and the 


staircase looked as if it was going to collapse the moment someone else stepped foot on it. 


Everyone was equally intimidated by the dilapidated inside. No one knew what was in store for them. Perhaps 
there were bats hiding in the attic and roof. Spiders crawling in, and into strange places. The house had a 
mysterious and creepy vibe to it. 

Mark shuddered before turning around to find Alexi flicking a light switch on and off in quick succession. 
"What are you doing? You know the electricity wouldn't work in this haunted shit-hole, right?" Before Alexi 
could speak back, and to turn Mark's guess against him, the light in the chandelier flickered on. A faint orange 


glow lit the room so that they could see one another. 


"Damn." was the only word to come out of John's mouth. He and Jaska stared at the glow coming through the 


webs. 
"So? Where do we go?" Alexi inquired, slowly growing impatient. 
"Where do we go now? Where do we go?" Mark and Janne sang, suddenly humming to a certain tune. 


"Alright you two, stop it," Randy interrupted before looking toward the staircase. "I'd like to see what it's like 


upstairs. Wanna come?" 


Alexi perked up. "I'll go with youl" Grabbing Randy's wrist, he dragged him to, and up the stairs. With every 


step, the wood made loud creaking noises. 


The other six stood under the chandelier, wondering where to start. Janne gasped and buried his head into 


Mark's chest as a bat flew overhead. Willie and Henkka flinched as it screeched. 


‘| say we take a little walk down that hall" Jaska diverted John's attention toward the hallway on the left of 


the stairs. 


"Cool. Join us when you're ready." John went off with him, leaving the others behind. 


Drawer Raid 


Author's Notes: 
Ill be writing each "mini adventure" with two people at a time. After I've covered everyone, there will be a few 


more involving all of the guys. 


| dunno, but this place makes me feel a little bit claustrophobic." Mark passed the flashlight into Janne's hands 
before he dropped it by accident. They entered one of the bedrooms upstairs after a cautious walk up the 


staircase. 

In the middle of the room was a king sized bed, now laden with dust and webs. The lacy canopy that hung 
above was torn entirely in half, and a bedpost was missing. A wooden wardrobe stood next to the bed with the 
lock broken open. Neither of them wanted to know what was inside. Two drawers by the door were the only 
things that weren't horribly destroyed or rotting away, save for some dust. 

Out of his curiosity, Janne opened a drawer only to find something that looked like an old sex toy. It was 


stained in certain places and looked more like a hair curler than something used for intimacy. He decided to pick 


it up and show it off to Mark. 
"Check this out!" Janne waved the strange vibrator in front of Mark's face. 
"What is that? Some ancient dildo?" 


"A vibrator. An ancient vibrator!" 


Mark smiled along with Janne. "Nice. | wonder what kind of chick would have used that. Chris told me that 


people have died in this house." 

"So you're saying this thing might have ghost pussy on it?" 

"Yep. Ghost pussy.” 

"Hell yeah!" Janne did a fist-pump with his arm, still holding the vibrator. "Let's see if it still works.” 


He pushed the switch upward on the handle, but it didn't come on at all. He thumped it twice against his hand, 
and it barely did anything. 


"Weird! Its not working," Janne complained. He tried twisting the bottom off to check the batteries, but it was 
stuck on tight. "Fine. This thing doesn't work at all." 


"Keep it. That thing's a relic. You up for a haunted house panty raid?" Mark smirked. Janne couldn't agree any 


more. 
They whipped the second drawer open, only to find nothing but a gray rag and something that looked like a 
cotton ball stuck to the back corner. The ball caught their attention. Janne reached over to poke it a couple 
times as Mark immediately looked concerned. 

"| don't think you should touch that. You don't know what could be inside that" 


"Come on. It feels kind of-" 


The ball cracked open under Janne's fingertip, and out of the hole, tiny black spiders marched out and 
scattered about to cover the whole inside of the drawer. The two were instantly horrified. 


"Aw shit, man! That was a spider nest!" Mark shouted, angered and horrified. 

‘lm sorry!" 

They shrieked in unison at the baby spiders crawling about and trying to escape. As two came out of the 
broken hole by the handle, Mark couldn't take any more of the horror, and fainted. He collapsed, his body 


hitting the floor with a loud thud. 


"Oh fuck." Janne muttered in dismay. He was equally scared, and now helpless since Mark passed out. He had no 
choice but to drag him out. 


Picking him up from the ankles, Janne heaved Mark out of the open door in only five minutes. Closing the door, 


he let Mark lie down on the ground while he sat next to him, waiting for him to recover. 


Janne couldn't help but feel proud of his strength. 


Don't Fear the Reaper 


Author's Notes: 
It's complicated. | have both this and "Pain is a Master" to work on | couldn't write much of that one for 


personal reasons, and | haven't decided what to do with this story until now. 


"Have you ever wondered what fucking in a haunted house felt like?" Alexi sat upon a wooden rail on the wall. 


He pulled Randy closer by the collar of his shirt: 


"Maybe our love could drive out a couple spirits." Arms tightening around Alexi, Randy drew him into a deep 


kiss. "Or maybe a spirit could possess me to fuck you like a beast." 


Alexi couldn't help but be turned on by that deep voice of his. All he wanted was for Randy to tear his 
clothing off and ravage him. He watched as he took his shirt off and Alexi unzipped his fly in anticipation 


Within a minute, most of their clothing was off, the head of Randy's prick only touching Alexi's entrance. In 
between Alexi's legs and holding onto his sides, Randy kissed up and down his neck slowly to entice him. But it 
was only a matter of time until someone unexpected showed up to kill the moment. 

Behind Randy, a tall figure in a black hooded robe with a scythe in hand stood disturbingly close to him. The 
only sound to come from the mysterious person was nothing but quiet breathing. Randy bit his lip and 
prepared to go in. 

"Oh, Randy." Alexi moaned. 

| know you'd like it" 

"Oh, Randy!" he cried again, sounding less passionate and more feared. 

"Wow. Is that how much you want me?" 


"Nol Look behind you!" 


A finger poked Randy twice in the back He turned his head to the side. And he found no one other than the 


Grim Reaper standing near him. Alexi was indifferent, seeing that he was warning Randy at first. 
"The last thing I'd ever hope for is a threesome with the Reaper,” Alexi deadpanned. 


"Oh shif, man!" Randy shouted as his heart jumped in surprise. Out of shock, he dropped Alexi from his arms, 
causing him to fall onto the floor. Unfortunately, there was something below that he'd landed on 


A candlestick with a long burnt out wick sat below them, and Alexi fell atop so the stick ended up wedged in an 
unfortunate place. His pained yelp scared Randy more than the Reaper behind him. 


Randy gasped. "Are you alright?" He kneeled down to help Alexi, rushing to get his shirt on. He shook as he 
tried to get up because of the throbbing pain in his hips and behind, but he was able to stand. When Randy 
saw where the candle had ended up, he couldn't decide whether to feel sorry, or laugh. 

"Randy..? What just got stuck in my ass?" 


He choked out a small laugh before his answer. "You have a candle sticking outta your wazoo, buddy." 


"You mean | had a candle shoved in there just now?! Don't just stand there, get it out!" Alexi turned around in 


desperation. Randy laughed again at the sight of a wax stick on the copper tray in between two cheeks. 

‘lm sorry. Just be glad it wasn't lit. Now on three, | want you to push while | pull it out." 

"You want me to shit that candle out?" 

"tll make it easier.” 

On the count down from three, Alexi strained to push the candle out while Randy kept his hands on the tray. It 
only took a few seconds to get it out before it was thrown aside. Now, it was time to get revenge on Death 
himself. 

Randy picked up a rusty metal rod at the corner of the room, and looked around to see where the person had 
gone. After five minutes of searching every nook and cranny of the small room, he gave up. It was as if the 
person had disappeared into thin air. 

He put the rod down. "You know what? We should go. They're probably wondering where we are." 

"And | better not get another candle up the ass!" At this point, Alexi finally got dressed, 


"Is your ass okay?" 


" For now." 


Gone Batty 


Author's Notes: 
| feel so bad for leaving this off for too long. | only have nine days to hit 5k words, and I'll have to push 
myself a little further. 


Willie was shoved into a doorway by accident. "Hey! Can you not?" he exclaimed, sounding irritated. "And where'd 
you put the flashlight?" He now stood in total darkness, a strange dusty aroma in the air. 


"Sorry. | have it somewhere." Behind Willie stood Henkka, who got his blond hair stuck in a crack in the 
doorway. He loosened the few strands before digging his hand through his pocket, withdrawing the flashlight. He 
switched it on, and shone the beam of light to the back of Willie's head. "There you are! Sorry for pushing you 
against the door like that." 


"As long as you didn't try to kill me, you're forgiven. And why does this place smell so fuckin’ weird?" 


Henkka sneezed because of the strong presence of dust. "You tell me. We already know what the whole place is 


like, and no one's probably never come here in years." 
"Touché." 


The men heard soft chirps nearby, but didn't know what exactly they were. The sounds came from the ceiling 


and inside what seemed to be a broken wardrobe. It all made them a bit nervous. 

"What's making those sounds?" Henkka asked, 

"If they're bats, Im outta here. Those things scare me 

They saw as a bat came out from a hole in the ceiling and flew around in circles above them. Willie yelped and 
held close to Henkka as they kept their eyes on it to see if it would come and attack them. Instead, the bat 


landed on the opposite end of the room. 


Willie lost his balance from watching the bat and stepped backward to regain it, only to hear a squeak and a 
small crack. His eyes widened. 


"What was that? Did | step on something?" 
"| don't know. Should | check?" 


"Go ahead. | think | hurt something." 


He lifted his foot off the ground while Henkka pointed the light to where they heard the noise. And where he 
stood, was a baby bat with one wing anchored to the ground. It struggled to move its wings as shiny black 
eyes looked up hopelessly. 


Henkka smiled while Willie seemed slightly repulsed. "Aww." The bassist was captivated by the young creature 
on the ground, lost and wondering where its mother went. He was tempted to pick it up, so he did. Crouching 
down, he coaxed the bat into his open hands. The slightly broken part of its wing jutted out from the rest. It 
squeaked as he cradled it gently and brought it up. 

"Do you want to hold it?" Henkka asked. 

"Ew, no! That thing's got rabies on it!" Willie backed away from the bassists outstretched arm. 

"Come on. It's only a baby. It won't do anything to hurt you. Can you at least help me name it?" The young bat 
chirped as if it was helping to convince Willie. It wasn't so bad after all. It was just a baby bat, and Henkka was 
holding it so that he wasn't the one who'd get hurt. 

Willie smirked. "What do you think of Ozzy? Seems pretty fitting if you ask me." 


Henkka gasped and even seemed a bit offended. "Willie! That's offensive to bats! | was thinking of Alexi. Don't 
you think this little guy looks like him?" 


"| dunno. He's more like Randy." 
It was only a matter of time until they saw a bat fly above them again, but this time, in another direction 
Instead of going to the other end, it swooped down and tried to fly into Henkka. He screamed and flailed his free 


hand around to defend himself. 


Willie couldn't help, instead choosing to back away. He was worried if the bat would bite him if he even tried to 
get it away. But the chaos began when even more flocked out from the hidden parts of the room. 


Willie exclaimed, "Good fucking god, they're everywhere!" 


They had no choice but to run out. Henkka dropped the baby bat from his hands and grabbed Willie's wrist 


before evacuating, escaping the hostile flock. 


They ran down the hall by the staircase. Exhausted and shaking with fear, Willie and Henkka looked at each 
other, thankful they made it out alive. 


"Was.. was that bat the mother or something?" 


"The one that tried to kill me? | guess. | was holding its baby and it probably got pissed. Where are we going 


next?" 
"You know what? We're heading upstairs. There, never again" 


"I think everyone's up there anyways." 


Ouija 


Author's Notes: 
Admittedly, this chapter was a little rushed. At least I'm halfway through the word goal, so I'll expect to finish 
before the end of the month. 


John dug through a wooden chest at the corner of the room as Jaska watched. He held the glowing lantern 
above the open container as he pushed some objects aside. The chest was halfway full of things related to the 
occult and black magic; voodoo dolls, a handful of pentagram charms crafted from metal, and something that 


caught their attention 


A Ouija board sat at the very bottom of the box. The two of them, especially Jaska, seemed interested by the 


strange board. 
"Check this out. Ever tried one of these before?" John lifted the board out of the chest. 
"A Ouija board? Janne has one of those, but he never lets anyone use it.." 


"I say we try it. This is a haunted house anyways. You'll never know what spirits lurk in the deepest, darkest 
corners of this place." John tried to intimidate Jaska, but he was barely phased. 


Putting the lantern down, they both took seats on the ground and placed the board between them. It was a 
typical classic Ouija board, only half of the letters at the top were faded, the "E" being near invisible. Despite 
their fascination, the two had no previous experience with one. John, however, recalled how it was supposed to 
work 


"What do we do?" Jaska wondered about the curious device. 


| remember this from somewhere. The pointer's supposed to move by itself if there's a spirit in the room. If 


not, we have to lure one in. But for now, we just have to wait a bit." 


Just after they placed their fingers on the pointer, it began to shift out of place and toward the letter "H" It 


was as if a paranormal force moved it on its own. 
"What are you doing? Stop moving it!" John was starting to get worried. 
"lim not moving it! | don't know what it is!" 


They fell into silence while looking down at the moving planchette, which moved from the letter "E" toward "L" 


"Just keep looking. | think someone is trying to communicate with us-" 


John couldn't finish his sentence when the glass pane on the window fell inward and shattered on the ground. A 
wind blew inside, knocking over a few porcelain figurines on a table. It meant something completely different to 


John and Jaska, who were more than terrified. 
"Did. did we just summon a spirit?" 


"| don't know! | need to see what exactly they're trying to say to us! | only got H, E, L.. why did it stop?" John 
might have thought that the spirit was trying to get to them, but the board spelled out a word that was far 


from good news. 
"Hell? Did it just say, ‘hell?! Because l'm pretty sure that-" 


They felt rumbling from below as another strong wind blew in. The creaking of the wood sounded loud 
throughout the small room. They were worried if the floor would break under them and that they'd fall into 


nothingness, or as the Ouija board said, in Hell. 


Jaska began hearing a voice, a man's voice whispering from above. He couldn't hear what they were trying to 


say, which he could have blamed on being scared out of his own mind. 


"No. NO! | can't do this! | want out!" He was panicking as opposed to John, who was still calm but unnerved. 
Jaska got up and headed for the door, when he realized that the knob was locked. 


"The door is fucking locked! We're trapped!" 
"Calm down! I'll end it!" John reassured. Seeing the board wasn't moving, he directed the planchette toward 
"Goodbye," and everything stopped. The voice ended with a casual laugh before falling into silence. The wind 


stopped and fell still. And finally, the room went quiet, except for their heavy breathing. 


"It's all over now." John smiled. Jaska was relieved as well, but he just wanted to leave. The terror was too 


much. 


Without saying a word, he twisted the knob and opened the door to leave. And John picked the lantern up and 


followed him out. 


Something Happens to Janne 


Author's Notes: 
Just a drabble to keep the story afloat. ;) 


"Hello..? Hello?" 


Janne strode the dark hallway alone without a flashlight. After Mark left with Randy, he lost his way and 


forgot where everyone went. 
"Mark? Alexi? Come out!" He had a feeling that everyone was hiding from him. 
It was only a matter of time until a hand reached out a door and clasped his mouth shut. 


"Mmpht! MMMRPH!" Janne panicked. He didn't know what he was up for when two other hands grabbed his 


arms from behind and pulled him into the room. 


The hand stayed on his mouth as he felt his body being forced into something. 


Locked in a Room Together 


Author's Notes: 
Before you ask, this chapter was not intended to make a lot of sense. Just a bunch of stupid humour | wrote 
at previous times while doing this. But still, this had to be one of my faves to write. 


"So you got a candle shoved up your ass before you guys fucked? Bummer. That must have killed the mood. 
"Don't mention it, Mark. | can still feel it" 


"Wasn't my fault that | dropped you by accident!" Randy put emphasis on the last word to assure Alexi that 
he didn't do it on purpose. 


It wasn't your fault at all. Someone thought it was a good idea to dress as the Reaper and scare us at the 


wrong time." 

It's always the wrong time to get it on in this place!" 

"Come on. Who exactly do you think would have done that? | know none of us brought the costume in here in 
the first place." Alexi coughed. "I wonder if Henkka knows. That's supposed to be his anyways. But don't tell him 
| spilled beer on it while | was in the bus." 

"Ugh." Janne stepped into the room, his sides hurting. Neither of them knew who exactly it was. 

Mark was jolted awake and was alert. "What was that? Who's there?" 

"Identify yourself, strange person!" Alexi shouted, demanding to know who stood in the darkness. 

Randy found an unused lantern not too far from him. Twisting the knob at the top, the bulb flickered on as 
dim light illuminated the room. And standing in front of them was Janne, wearing a very ridiculous banana suit 
over his clothing. 

Mark, Randy, and Alexi screamed in unison as Janne himself did, looking at them, and down at his suit. The 
group scream lasted a few seconds before Randy burst into hysterical laughter. Mark and Alexi just looked 
horrified. 


"Oh my god, I'm dying! This is just too priceless!" he said in between laughing fits. 


"Why the fuck are you dressed as a banana? | swear you didn't come in wearing that. Did you even bring that 


thing with you?" 


"No, | didn't! | got pulled into some dark room and had it forced on me. | have no idea how that happened. This 
is the most awkward thing that has ever happened in my life." Janne was embarrassed beyond belief. 


"Didn't you wear that a few years ago for Halloween? You really like that banana suit, don't you?" Alexi got up 
and poked the yellow fabric. 


‘Says the guy who always crossdresses every year." 


At this point, Randy finally calmed down from his laughter. "At least he can pull it off well. You my friend, 
have quite a fruity outfit," he quipped. 


"Was that intentional?" Janne seemed agitated. 
"Watch out, Randy! He's gonna ‘peanut butter jelly time you if you say anything else!" The two were enjoying 
making fun Janne. He had no choice but to accept that it was pretty stupid. Besides, he was never 


embarrassed when he wore it at other times. 


"Unless it's with a baseball bat." Janne added, sitting down next to Alexi. He decided to change the topic. "Did 
you know what happened to Mark when he saw those little spiders?" he asked. 


"Wha- hey! You were the one who touched the nest!" Mark knew what Janne was going to say. 
"I thought you wouldn't remember since you, y'know, fainted” 
"Ah, our dear Mark. The poor guy is a bit squeamish when it comes to that sort of stuff” 


A breeze passed through a crack in the wall and managed to push the door shut. And when Janne tried to get 
it open, it was locked. 


"Shit. Shit! No! Oh god!" Janne was distressed. "We're locked in!" 

"What?!" Mark was shocked 

"How the hell are we gonna get out of here?" 

"| wish | still had that crowbar." 

They spent their time trying to think of ways to escape. After a few seconds of awkward silence, their 
conversation went off topic to the point where Alexi and Janne began talking about something that happened 


last summer. 


“Anything else you wanna say before we die in here?" Randy asked, scratching his thigh. 


Janne spoke up. “Alexi, | will never forget the time where we accidentally ate those mushrooms when we went 


camping." 
"Well, it was your decision to eat them! | kept telling you not to, and you went through half of the patch." 
"If you didn't forget to bring food, we wouldn't have done that!" 


"But still, it was fun watching you petting and sweet-talking a tree." Alexi tried to contain his laughter at the 


memory of Janne caressing that tree stem while whispering, "You're such a beautiful tree, aren't you.” 
"Wait a sec. You guys did shrooms?" Randy was intrigued by the story. 

"Unintentionally." 

"| envy you." 


Alexi laughed. "It wasn't that fun though. There was some point where | thought the mushroom gods would 


rise from the ground and sacrifice me for eating them." 

Janne laughed when Alexi brought it up. "I remember that all too well!" 

"Shrooms make you do some pretty fucked up things." 

“Anything, for that matter!" 

By then, Mark had gotten impatient and would rather find a way to unlock the door than sit and talk with 
them. He found a small steel bit and stuck it in the hole on the door knob. He twisted it around until he heard 
a clicking sound. 

"I think | got it open!" 

"Seriously?" Alexis eyes widened. 


"Yes! This is why we love youl" Janne pumped his fist with triumph. 


"Alright boys, lets get our asses out of here." The moment they got up to leave, they saw a light coming 


from downstairs, followed by some screaming. 
"No! Don't kill us! We didn't do anything wrong!" someone cried from downstairs. 


"Is it me, or did that sound like Willie?" 


| don't know, but | think they're in trouble. Let's go and see." Alexi lead the way downstairs. 


Epilogue 


Author's Notes: 

YES! Finally finished the challenge and reached 5k over the month. This was quite a fun little story to write 
after all. Starting in November, I'm going to submit another COB fic and "Pain is a Master" will be updated 
regularly. Happy Halloween, Rockfic! *blows kiss to readers* 


Alexi lead the way as the men made their way slowly down the spiralling staircase. They reached the bottom 


only to find the other four in an encounter with the Reaper. 


He held the blade of his scythe close to Henkka's throat while he refused to say anything. Willie, John, and 
Jaska stood back and watched in trepidation. 


"Come on! What did he ever do to you?" John seemed pissed. 
"He's the first one to come with me," a hoarse, accented voice muttered from beneath the hood. 


The Reaper held him by the collar and was about to drag him away from everyone. And that was when Janne 


rushed down the stairs and pulled the bassist away. He then went face to face with the strange person 
"Janne! How did you get here?" 

Willie chuckled under his breath. "Nice suit" 

Janne, determined, pushed the Reaper with one hand. "If you mess with him, you mess with me." 


"Looks like I've got two to deal with. | guess I'll go with you first” He held Janne's wrist and guided him into 


the darkness before someone came to save him. 

"That's it, no one fucks with the keyboardist!" Alexi yelled, ready to defend Janne. 

"Alexi, no!" 

Randy reached out and failed to catch onto Alexi as he ran out and tackled the Reaper to the ground. A low 
groan of pain came from the black hood as he hit the floor. The hood pushed off below, and revealed a very 
familiar face. 


"Roope! What the fuck, man?" Alexi was sitting on Roope's midsection after he was thrown down 


"Wh-what?" 


"You're the reason | got sodomized with a candlestick! You little." 


John and Mark pulled him off before he got ahold of Roope's throat. "I think he's gone through enough tonight: 
Now, were you behind all of this?" Mark pushed. 


Roope got up without struggle, despite his sides hurting. "You know, it wasn't just me all along." 


"Shit, did we get them all?" someone called from behind. Everyone turned to see Chris walking out from behind 
the staircase. 


"Of course. Just look at Janne!" Roope was smiling now. He pointed to Janne in his banana suit. 


Chris was amazed. This was the most successful Halloween prank he'd pulled in years, and it was all thanks to 


Roope's help. "That's so great! We got them good. Happy Halloween, you guys." 

Mark and Alexi exchanged surprised glances. "So you mean this was just one big prank this whole time?" 
Chris nodded his head smugly. 

Alexi's eyes lit up. "I never thought of that!" 

"Told you Ouija boards were a load of bullshit," John whispered to Jaska. 


"For real? That's it. Get over here right now!" Randy lead Chris toward him before drawing him into a tight 
hug. 


Chris gasped, feeling his ribcage being squeezed. "Randy.. | can't really breathe." Despite his plea to be let go, 
he was still smiling. He took a deep breath after Randy let go. 


Roope took the robe off and handed the plastic scythe to Henkka. "You needed this back anyways." 


"Kiitos!" Henkka slipped the black robe on and flipped the hood over his head. "I guess we should be making our 


leave now." 
‘lm with him. That party can't wait forever." 


They all made their way to the front doors and walked out into the night. 


"What did you and the band go as last Halloween?" Alexi inquired. 


Randy laughed. "Oh, us? We all went as Turisas last year. And we got a shit ton of compliments. People thought 
we were actually them!" 


"Awesome! Which one of you was Warlord?" 
"| was. And | pulled it off well." 


"Randy, now that you mention it, | feel like | still have red facepaint stuck in my beard. Remember when John's 
actually turned pink the next day?" Chris brought up an embarrassing moment for his bassist. 


In retaliation, John lightly punched Chris in the shoulder. "I told you not to bring that up again!" 
"Don't worry. We all looked pretty badass that night" 


They all laughed as they walked down the quiet street. 


